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NOLA MUSIC & CULTURE ZINE 


Letter To the Editor 


Response to In Defense of Dark Arts 


Dear Bryan August, 


loved your article. You comment on the inherent danger these artists encounter in their pursuit 
of their art, another thing to note is that in pursuing their art these individuals also expose them- 
selves to dangerous fumes, I believe these fumes can cause brain damage and have been told that 
most spray paint graffiti artists end up going insane as a result of this toxic exposure. This might 
be why many street artists have abandoned spray cans in favor of wheat paste, stickers, or paint 
rollers. Banksy's art is in the stencil style I believe. Spray can art is all the more romantic because 
the artists destroy themselves to create it. Spray can art allows artist a form of creativity that is 
unique in the street art word. 


p.s. Llove dozens of pictures of N.O. street art is you want to exchange. 
Humbly, 


Benjamin Levick Sullivan 


REPLY 

Dear Benjamin, 

Thanks for your reply and for pointing out the effect of paint fumes on street artists’ health, 
One thing about spray-paint pieces that is often overlooked is the ground just beneath the 
piece: peppered with a fine layer of flecks of the most prominent color used in the work above. 
It's a safe bet that many novice street artists don't realize themselves = the same paint flecks that 
coat the ground will just as easily coat the insides of their nose and lungs from breathing it in 
as they paint. While some experienced spray paint artists who work frequently invest in masks 
to avoid damage to their health, others refuse to take caution and consequently start coughing, 
wheezing, getting headaches ~ in the most extreme cases developing speech difficulties and 
muscle spasms if they spray-paint unprotected for long enough. 

‘There's a certain beauty to the self-destructive artistic act, but if you end up killing yourselfyou 
can't do much street art anymore. And as you pointed out; with wheat paste, stickers, and paint 
rollers, inhaling gaseous paint fumes is not an issue. If you're going to spray-paint frequently, 
it’s probably better for your health to buy a mask. But ultimately it’s up to the artist to decide. 
The Vox 


_ Space Boogie: a selection 
of Funky Future Sounds 


Codependent Relationship: Technology Shanna Sorrells 
is my Mistress 


_ Watch the Throne Review John Absher 


eligible to receive Bunny’s design on a t-shirt in your thank-you package 


Dear friends and family of WTUL, 

I can't believe it’s already March. Last time I wrote yall, 

I was talking about our live broadcast from Voodoo 

Festival, our interview filming, our up-and-coming 

Android WTUL application, and our presence at the 

National College Media Convention in Orlando, FL. 

Well, here are some updates: Voodoo was a major 

success, we're still filming and recording more inter- 

views than ever before, our WTUL application for the 

Android phone is now on the market (go download 

it now, Droid users, and email me any comments or 

suggestions you have for improvement, please!), and TN . 

were sending more staff members to represent WTUL reas) oN ay RVI 

at the Spring College Media Convention in New York, ~WTUL New O 

NY; one of our DJs is even speaking at the conference! 

We even have our own in-house graphic designer now - you may have noticed a more streamlined look 
on our recent logos, banners, and flyers. What’s more, Marathon is here (March 9th —- March 25th, to be 
exact, so please tune in and pledge to keep us alive!) and we have been working VERY hard to bring you 
a plethora of awesome events that should satisfy any musical preferences you may have; you'll be finding 
out more about all of our Marathon events in this issue of the VOX. Also, this year I'm very honored to 
have been selected to be a 24 hour DJ - I'll be on the air from noon on Sunday, March 25th to noon on 
Monday, March 26th, so tune in to hear all the fun stuff I have planned and to stay with me as I slowly 
go crazy from lack of sleep. But there's no rest after Marathon...this year WTUL is going to host its first 
ever academic media conference, titled “WTUL Broadcasts the Future”, on March 31st and April 1st on 
campus at Tulane University. The conference, which aims to answer the question “What is the future of 
media?” and which is free and open to the public, will feature speakers and panelists from local commu- 
nities who will presenting about current topics and issues within both traditional and emerging media 
forms. If you visit the WTUL website, you will see our conference flyer, and if you would like to know 
more please email me and I will send you a conference packet. 

Phew...I think that’s enough for you to digest for now, although we definitely have fun things coming up 
in April too - think “Vinyl Appreciation Week”! The point is, we're very busy, and as always, we are 100% 
dedicated to bringing you the WTUL content and quality that you love. If you have any comments, ques- 
tions, or content to share, join the conversation on our Facebook (facebook.com/wtulnola) or twitter (@ 
wtul). And last but certainly not least, thank you for your everlasting support — we couldn't do it without 
you, and we appreciate you more than you know. 


Sonya Zhong 

General Manager 

gm@wtulneworleans.com 

PS. Bunny Matthews, creator of the famed Vic and Nat’ly Nint’ Ward cartoons (you may have seen ‘em 
on the side of a Leidenheimer Baking Co. delivery truck, or in the Audubon Insectarium, or in the Loui- 
siana State Museum), was kind enough to draw us an awesome Bunny Matthews original Marathon 2012 
design — see below. Hint: if you pledge $100+, you'll be 


NEW ORLEANS - “Dude, are you 
wearing your girlfriend's jeans?” 

It is a cold Saturday night in the 
Carrollton neighborhood. A large 
crowd of Tulane students gather on 
the front lawn of a multiplex house 
on Broadway Street, hanging out, 
talking, drinking, smoking, waiting. 
“No bro, these are skinnies.” 


On this night, Caddywhompus is set 
to play soon in the gutted basement 
of this house. It is a college house 
party, complete with drunk fresh- 
man vomiting on the lawn and five 
dollar all-you-can-drink wristbands. 
The basement is gutted to the wall 
studs, electrical wires hang on pro- 
truding rusty nails, and tacked-up 
Visqueen plastic sheets act as room 
dividers while the band sets up their 
equipment in a dimly lit corner. 


Looking around at the crowd, one 
thing is glaringly obvious: men’s 
fashion has reverted back to trends 
of the past that may not have been 
the best looks even then. Men's skin- 
ny jeans have reemerged as a hot 
trend. Skinny jeans, also known as 
cigarette jeans, slim-fit jeans, pegs, 
or skinnies have been fading in and 
out of style since the 1950s. 


oe 


Chicken Leg Jeans 
By Kenny Kuhn 


Slim-fitting jeans are men’s blue 
jeans that ride low on the hips. The 
legs are tight fitting and taper down 
to a very narrow ankle-hugging cuff. 
The fit of the jeans appear to be in 
direct defiance to men’s physical 
anatomy. Discomfort comes with 
the territory when wearing form- 
fitting jeans. Levi's, Gap, and Old 
Navy are some of the many clothing 
manufacturers who feed the skinny 
jean trend. 


“T love a man in skinny jeans, they 
just look so hip and hot, ” said 
Marissa, a social science student 

at Tulane. She is among others like 
herself who are anxiously waiting 
for the band to start playing the 
basement party. Many women share 
Marissa’s appreciation of a man in 
skinny jeans. Not all men, however, 
are eager to jump onboard the slim- 
fit train. “I hate them. They look 
like women’s jeans. They can't be 
comfortable for a guy to wear,’ said 
Jonathan as he sloshed back a cup of 
beer, undoubtedly not his first. 


Jeans manufacturers are making ac- 
commodations for the lack of room 
for men’s anatomy. Levi Strauss & 


Co. make men’s skinny jeans with 
more room in the crotch and thigh 
area. Gap and Old Navy have also 
made alterations to their jean line to 
produce a more comfortably fitting 
skinny jean. 


Despite the spread of the trend, 
many men have not embraced the 
look. Hip-hop rapper and musical 
entrepreneur Jay-Z mocks the skin- 
ny jean look in his song “D.O.A”: 


“No lyin, your niggas’ jeans too tight 
Your colors too bright, your voice too 
light 
I might wear black four years 
straight, 

I might bring back Versace shades.” 


Like all fashion trends, the skinny 
jean will run its course. It will dis- 
solve back into obscurity, out of the 
public eye and the minds of trend 
followers, who will move on to the 
next hot style. Until then, many 
men will have difficulty crossing 
their legs, crouching, walking, and 
pulling up their tight-fitting jeans all 
in the name of hot fashion. 


Shoegaze Solar System 
A mix by Michelle Sands 


A mix of dreamy shoegaze songs and their stylistic relatives. Named for its heavy use of effect pedals which 
left musicians staring at the floor for most of their sets, the genre was first recognized in the “80s and defined 
by British bands like My Bloody Valentine, Slowdive, and Ride. The style was revived in the early 2000s 
with pure shoegaze (sometimes called “nu-gaze”) bands like the San Francisco-based LSD and the Search 
for God, as well as others with a more mixed influence. Speaking to this broad web of influence, this mix 
also includes dream pop, early trip hop, post-punk, ‘00s garage rock, and more. All feature traditional shoe- 
gazey elements such as a “wall of sound,” fuzzed out vocals, spacey reverb, and an overall dreamlike feel. 


Song 


Shuffle 


The first time I listened to 
WTUL was in 2008. I was a jun- 
ior in high school and it was the 
first time I had ever been to New 
Orleans. I was in the car with 
my mom driving along the west 
bank, playing with the dial when 
all of a sudden we stumbled 
upon Frank Zappa. “I haven't 
heard this song in decades...” 
said my mother as she recalled a 
far any time when she wasnt a 


‘Earth-Child. We drove arotri 
while the sun set, taking in the 
harrowing beauty of this city as a 
perfectly mismatched soundtrack 
emanated from the speakers. I 
remember thinking to myself 
“holy shit...’m home”. 

Three and a half years 
later I find myself sitting in front 
of a computer screen trying to 
Pe into boetoe the fee ings ¢ 


. To me, WTUL is 
synonymous with the word ‘shuf- 
fle; and all the chaotic beauty 
associated with that concept. I 
listen in on iTunes and am taken 
on a journey where I simultane- 
ously discover new music and get 
a rare glimpse into the personal- 
ity of someone I may never meet. 
I find myself back driving along 
the mystic Mississippi taking my 
first steps into a new, scary and 


By Fredrick Schaefer 


beautiful world. When the hour 
is even and the minutes hit zero, 
a new DJ takes to the helm and 
changes course, and I drive along 
into the unknown with my head 
bobbing and a big fat smile on 
my face. 

When I think of the the 
word ‘shuffle; my mind is sent 
spinning with vibrant color and 
emotion. I hear the sounds of 
the streets, the rhythm of per- 
petual motion, and the deafeni 
intensity of confusion as 


what makes us take riskseWh 
makes us fall in love. Shuffle is 
the creative chaos that keeps the 
world order from rendering itself 
colorless. 

The personality and 
variety that I hear on WTUL isn't 
present on so many other radio 
stations. I hear the same, tired 
routine played over and over 
again as if it were on repeat. The 
raging sea of shuffle that defines 
WTUL is lost in a tightly coor- 


dinated schedule of predictable 
songs, shout-outs, and cheesy 
gimmicks. I swear to Apollo, if 

I hear ‘It’s Five O’Clock Some- 
where’ at 5pm one more time 

Ill go to happy hour and take 
out all of the Boot trash in one 
fell swoop. It’s not that the songs 
on mainstream radio are bad or 
overtly annoying: it’s just that the 
rigidity and predictability of it all 
takes the seay out of music. 


tive spirit c t's embodied by the 
music we play. Any attempt to 
dictate to our DJs what we can 
and cannot play is not just con- 
tradictory to the free-form style 
of our station, it’s uninspired. As 
we move forward into the un- 
known, DJs old and new alike, 
we must remember the creed 

of ‘shuffle. We must remember 
that every individual DJ bring 4 


é s. We & fst carry on, 
as listeners and spinners, on this 
strange journey into ourselves 
and this city on a course plotted 
out by unknown friends and lov- 
ers. Let us put aside our expecta- 
tions and judgements, and sink 
into the sensuous fury of ‘shuffle’ 
that makes WTUL so inspiring. 
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HEAVY METAL 


“I don't have to tell you things are bad. Everybody 
knows things are bad. It’s a depression. Everybody's out 
of work or scared of losing their job. The dollar buys a 
nickel’s worth, banks are going bust, shopkeepers keep 
a gun under the counter. Punks are running wild in the 
street and there's nobody anywhere who seems to know 
what to do, and there's no end to it. We know the air is 
unfit to breathe and our food is unfit to eat, and we sit 
watching our T'V’s while some local newscaster tells 

us that today we had fifteen homicides and sixty-three 
violent crimes, as if that’s the way it’s supposed to be. 
We know things are bad - worse than bad. They're 
crazy. It’s like everything everywhere is going crazy, 

so we don't go out anymore. We sit in the house, and 
slowly the world we are living in is getting smaller, 

and all we say is, ‘Please, at least leave us alone in our 
living rooms. Let me have my toaster and my TV and 
my steel-belted radials and I won't say anything. Just 
leave us alone: Well, I’m not gonna leave you alone. 

I want you to get mad! I don’t want you to protest. I 
don't want you to riot - I don’t want you to write to 
your congressman because I wouldn't know what to 
tell you to write. I don’t know what to do about the 
depression and the inflation and the Russians and the — 
crime in the street. All I know is that first you've got 

to get mad. You've got to say, ‘I’m a HUMAN BEING, 
God damn it! My life has VALUE!’ So I want you to 

get up now. I want all of you to get up out of your 
chairs. I want you to get up right now and go to the 
window. Open it, and stick your head out, and yell, 


get up out of your chairs, open the window, stick your 
head out, and yell, and say it: “TM AS MAD AS HELL, 
AND IM NOT GOING TO TAKE THIS ANYMORE!” 
~ Howard Beale, Network 


Song Album 


TM AS MAD AS HELL, AND T'M NOT GOING TO Se ae 


TAKE THIS ANYMORE! I want you to get up right 


now, sit up, go to your windows, open them and stick gay 


your head out and yell - ‘I’m as mad as hell and I'm 
not going to take this anymore!’ ‘Things have got to 
change. But first, you've gotta get mad!... You've got to. 
say, ‘I'm as mad as hell, and I’m not going to take this — 
anymore!’ Then we'll figure out what to do about the 

depression and the inflation and the oil crisis. But first 


~ BulletwithaName 


phe 


Madelyn Gelpi is a singer-songwriter, emerging film composer, and the force behind the 
genre-defying solo project Ebro. I sat down with her to talk about technology in music, the 
process behind her haunting melodies, and the strange origin of her solo project's name. 


Vox: How would you describe your music? 


MG: There are lots of different ways to describe it. I 
think that it doesn’t really fit a genre, because I go all 
over the place with folk, and then some people like to 
call some of it ambient, but I hate the word ambient. 


Vox: Why? 


MG: Because it insinuates that there isn’t a message in 
the song; that it’s just supposed to create an environ- 
ment. My music creates an environment but still has a 
melody or something you're supposed to follow in the 
song. But some people describe it as that...I’ve gotten 
soundtrack music before, indie, electronic. It kind of 
ranges all over the place. But it has a lot of harmonies 
and a lot of really strong melodies that I try and incor- 
porate in it. 


Vox: Your earlier music seemed to be more folk- and 
guitar-oriented and lately it's become more experimen- 
tal and electronic. Do you have anything to say about 
the evolution of your music in terms of the technology 
and effects you use? 


MG: I think I’ve gotten a lot more technology over the 
years, I’ve kind of built it up and I’ve gotten interested 
in creating a different type of sound... I don’t want to 


just stick with a guitar or a piano, but I want to expand 
what my music actually sounds like. And so the music 
that I have now is a lot of manipulation of sound—like 
manipulating a voice or turning it backwards—I think 
that’s really interesting because I think a lot of music 
today sort of sticks with the same pattern of guitar, 
drums, vocals, harmony, and I don't really want to keep 
that all the time. 


Vox: How does technology make the composition 
process different? 


MG: I think on one level it makes it more difficult 
because it serves as a distraction type thing. Because 
if you're talking about a computer you're also talking 
about Facebook and the Internet and all these things 
that exist on the computer that connect you to the 
world, which I think is dangerous when youre creating 
music sometimes. 


Vox: Why? 


iG: I think that when you make music, unless you're 
with a band or something, you sort of have to be—I 
have to be alone. Or else the music doesn't work. I 
start thinking of my music as being heard before it’s 
developed. 


So on one level I think its a little bit limiting but on 
another level, like I said I think manipulating sound 
is a really incredible thing. [...] But I think it’s also 
something to be a little wary about because I think 
sometimes technology makes us want to create music 
for other people. 


Vox: Do you have any other thoughts about using tech- 
nology in music? 


MG: Well, at the same time that I use technology, 
there’s something in me that feels horribly, horribly 
uncomfortable with using a computer at all in music. I 
think that there’s something really scary about that idea. 
Because while if I wanted to make something sound like 
an orchestra, I could do that, and I think that’s really 
something awesome that technology does... But at the 
same time there’s something about plucking a guitar 
string or a violin string or playing an old piano that’s 
just...it gives music its personality and its depth. And 
there's something about the physical action of doing 
that that makes it more meaningful I think. 


Vox: I wanted to ask about your sound blog [ebroin- 
soundlife.blogspot.com]. I think it’s really interesting 
that you use found sounds as a way to document your 
life and interweave them with your music, and I wanted 
ask about your thoughts on that. 


MG: Well, I got really interested in that [last semester] 
when I went to DC and I didn't have my guitar or piano 
or anything, and it was kind of upsetting feeling like I 
didn’t have a way to express myself musically. But then 
I had this moment one day where I just sort of stopped 
and realized that there was something happening all 
around me—that there were these sounds all around 
me. And they're there all the time, but I think that it’s 
like when we walk into a room and there's some art on 
the wall and we don't notice it—I think it’s the same 
thing with a sound. A sound is a piece of art in a room 
that we don't necessarily notice. Like when people are 
all sort of murmuring, talking in a restaurant together— 
that’s really beautiful to me. But unless I’m open to it I 
don't really notice it. I've gotten more into that because 
it makes you more aware of the different sounds that are 
happening which can also make music more unique, 
the way you create your music. And more relatable I 


guess. 


Vox: Where does [your solo project’s] name Ebro come 
from? 


MG: Oh god. This is gonna take a little while to ex- 
plain... So I am obsessed with this number, 910. [...] 
Everywhere in my life that there has been something 
significant happen, or any time that there’s been some- 
thing significant happen, usually the number 910 exists 
somewhere in that moment. So I’ve always felt that this 
number is this safe guiding force in my life that lets me 
know that I’m on the right track. So for example on 
September 10 which is 9/10, I guess it was like five years 
ago, my tire blew out on the interstate and I almost 
drove off of a bridge, but I lived and there was this 
butterfly flying away, and that was one of the moments 
where 9/10 came into play. I’ve had people who were 
close in my life whose birthdays combined with mine 
equal 9/10. And just these random things. So I felt very 
connected to this number. And there’s this other word 

I feel very connected to and this is the word “Ebro.” 

We go to Florida every single year as a family, and we 
always pass the city Ebro, Florida. And you know when 
you just get that warm feeling about something like 
you've known it for a really long time and you have no 
idea why? Well, that’s how I felt when I saw Ebro. I was 
like, well if 1 ever have anything I can name in my life, 
like a kid or a dog or something, it’s gonna be Ebro. 
And I had no idea why. 

And it wasn't until I got to college that we were reading 
this story by Ernest Hemingway I think, and he men- 
tions the word Ebro. 


And I was like, “This is a thing. What is this thing? 

I'm gonna look it up.” And I looked it up and it turns 
out that this river, the Ebro, is a river near the Cata- 
lan region of Spain, which is where my family comes 
from. My family were a bunch of sailors and we sailed 
from Spain to Louisiana, so I assume that we sailed on 
this river to get to Louisiana. And so I was looking up 
things about the river and it turns out that the river is 
exactly 910 kilometers long. So it connected everything 
together for me in this really weird way, the Ebro River 
and 9/10. So it’s like my music is this strange force that 
combines the essence of my whole life, I guess. So it 
thought it was fitting. 


Vox: What’s your songwriting and recording process 
like? 


MG: Well, the best songwriting times of my days are 

at like 4 in the morning. Or 2 in the morning, when- 
ever I'm really, really tired and out of it, and then I just 
get these really huge bursts of energy where I don't get 
tired at all and I stay up all night writing [a] song until 
it’s completely finished and then ’m done. And so, 
songwriting happens in really quick bursts. Or when it 
doesn't, I don’t know, I start with a song or an idea and 
I get obsessed with it for weeks and it just... happens. 
Usually in very weird, dark places. 


Vox: Like where? 
MG: Like, I shut off the lights in my room or in hall- 


ways or in random stairwells. I find places to be alone, 
and with reverberation, like music caves or something. 


Vox: What are some of your favorite sounds? 


MG: Oh, I like this question. I love the sound—when 
we would wake my dad up really really early on Christ- 
mas morning, and my dad always had this really 

deep voice because he just woke up and he was really 
sleepy—I love the sound of a person's voice when they 
wake up like that. Its like this raspy, sort of deep, deep 
voice...I guess it makes me feel safe, and comfortable 
sort of. [...] Llove the sound of being underwater. I 
love taking baths for that reason because I just like to 
dunk my head under. 

Ice clinking in a cup. When the wind clanks through 
sailboat masts in this old harbor where we used to 
have our boat. That's one of my favorite sounds, when 
a storm is coming and all of the ropes start hitting the 
masts at once. 


Vox: What can you tell us about your latest album? 


MG: My album “River Rising” was created during and 
after the Gulf Oil Spill crisis. While the disaster was 
occurring, I felt a sense of helplessness and longing 

that I could not easily explain in words. Water is one of 
the most important things to me as a person in life for 
many reasons. I see it as a symbol of peace and global 
connection. I see it as an entity connecting all things 
and people inside and out. To see the destruction of this 
body I relied on so much felt like my world was fall- 
ing apart. Every day, I would wake up and smell the oil 
from the Gulf--it pained me so much. After feeling like 
volunteering in the situation was not enough, I decided 
to base my next album on the spill. Some of the sounds 
on the album represent larger concepts of environmen- 
tal destruction and chaos caused by the river within us 
that we, perhaps, ignored. ‘The industrialized tone of the 
music shifts towards a more natural feel closer to the 
end of the album. I did this to symbolize hope. Hope 
that though there was massive destruction, there is pos- 
sibility for a return to the simplicity of the truly natural 
aspects of society, the simple beauty of the world. 


Vox: So what are you working on now? 


MG: I'm working on a rock opera musical. It’s kind 

of like Pink Floyd's The Wall mixed with Philip Glass’s 
Satyagraha, which is a really cool opera. So I'm work- 
ing on that right now. We'll see what happens with 

that. And then I’m working on recording some stuff 
this semester with some violinists. And also I am doing 
some shows with some of my songwriter friends who 
are really good. I’m excited about that. So stuff is in the 
works. Oh and film scoring. I’ve been trying to do that 
more here. I’m taking a film scoring class and I’m really 
excited about it. 


Vox: And where can people go to hear your music? 


MG: www.ebro.bandcamp.com. Or facebook.com/ 
ebro910. 
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ROCK ON SURVIVAL MARATHON 2012 


TITUS ANDRONICUS: 

The tale of the Roman army general Titus Andronicus has been cited as William Shakespeare's most graphically 
violent work. It is from this infamous literary piece that the indie/punk band derives its name. Hailing from Glen 
Rock, New Jersey, Titus Andronicus sought to bring punk back onto the scene with their debut album The Airing 
of Grievances in 2008. With references to Seinfeld and spoken word excerpts from both Shakespeare and Ca- 
mus, the album meshes lyrical loftiness with a punk delivery. This same shrewd writing style appeared again on 
their second, Civil-War themed album The Monitor. More spoken word accompanies lead singer Patrick Stickle’s 
howling voice with an emphatic use of some harder melodies paired with a whole lot of bluegrassy brass that seems 
to serve the theme just right. ‘The band is known to bring the chaotic rowdiness of their music to their live per- 
formances, so if you want to scream your heart out along to with some allusions, check them out at the House of 
Blues on March 11 as part of TUL’s annual marathon. 


VOX AND THE HOUND: 

Since their debut at NOIR Collective's 2010 Foburg Fest, Vox and the Hound has ripped across the small local club 
scene, winning more and more hearts and ears with their brand of psychedelic, sometimes sad, sometimes angry, 
folk-country sound. After releasing their debut EP “Hermosa” in January 2011, the band is continuing full steam 
ahead into what they hope to be an equally (if not more) successful LP by the end of the year. Creating and record- 
ing music they can be 

proud of, that’s prior- 

ity one. Everything 

else has to fall in line 

behind that. A way 

to build and develop 

ideas and creativity 

in a way that was not 

yet available to any of 

the five members. To 

explore new material 

and new styles and let 

the music lead them 

as it decides to. The 

only hope is that eve- 

ryone is as enamored 

by what comes out of 

it as they are. 


JAPANTHER: 

In 2001 Matt Reilly and Ian Vanek, two students at the Pratt Institute formed what has since been labeled “art rock 
installation”. While the music of the band, Japanther, keeps pretty consistent with typical punk rock rhythms, the 
type of art performances the band often makes itself a part of are anything but typical. Some of their antics include 
performing alongside a troupe of synchronized swimmers, being a part of a puppet rock opera, and most recently 
their Phone Booth Project in which the duo hosted a series of dinners where they covered the walls of the dining 
room with artwork, memorabilia and video art that reflected sources of inspiration for the band. They then had 
the dinner guests, which included other musicians, visual and spoken word artists, use a public pay phone that was 
also acting as a two way recorder to relay their own personal tales of inspiration. The phone booth, which sought to 
recreate a more intimate form of communication that has now become nearly obsolete, is currently on display at the 
Clocktower Gallery in Manhattan. If you can’t make it to New York to check out the installation, catch what is sure 
to be another memorable performance from Japanther on Friday, March 9 at the Hi-Ho Lounge. 


SCREAMING FEMALES: 

With four albums under their belts and their latest, Ugly, set for release in April of this year, New Brunswick’s 
Screaming Females have more than proved their staying power. The band’s gritty combination of rock and punk, pro- 
pelled by frontwoman Marissa Paternoster’s distinct vocals and diverse guitar style, has made them a favorite of New 
Brunswick's Basement Scene and at venues across the US. “Unique” would be a weak word for the band’s songwriting 
- Paternoster knows when to push forward with screaming highs and when to sit back on rhythm duty, while bassist 
King Mike throws in a grasshoperesque low end and drummer Jarrett Dougherty keeps his snare on the gas pedal. 


Bear witness and tap Screaming Females’ power on Sunday, March 11 at The Parish. 


DIARRHEA PLANET: 

Nashville sextet Diarrhea Planet hit the scene in 2009 when their first EP, Aloha, became an underground hit and 
moved over 10,000 copies using only a Mediafire link for distribution. This group of iPunks offers a wall of guitar 
noise from axemen Jordan Smith, Brent Toler, Evan Bird and Emmett Miller, providing a combination that can 
drone or drive with equal ease as it presses forward with covering fire from bassist Mike Boyle and drummer Casey. 
Though relative newcomers to the scene, Diarrhea Planet provides controlled chaos on a level that energizes crowds 
and makes their Marshalls and Peaveys earn their money. ‘The band’s sonic variance and scream-a-long ready cho- 
ruses will take the stage at The Parish on Sunday, March 11. 


THE PHARMACY: 

Heading into their tenth year together, Seattle’s The Pharmacy offers an upbeat, energetic, poppy take on psychedelic 
and indie rock. The band’s main lineup consists of guitarist Scott Yoder, keyboardist Stefan Rubicz, and drummer 
Brendhan Bowers, but the three have been known to bring in a surprising array of guest instruments (including 
horns, strings, and extra synthesizers) to create a sound that’s varied and complex without sounding cluttered as they 
push the pop paradigm to conform to their collective vision. Though the band hails from the rainy northwest, 2010's 
Weekend was recorded right here in New Orleans, and you can help welcome The Pharmacy back to their second 
home on Friday, March 9 at the Hi-Ho Lounge. 


THE HONORABLE SOUTH: 

The 504’s own The Honorable South is tough to put a pin on — the band can go anywhere from mosh-ready driving 
rock to slower, groove-oriented tracks that make you want to both shake that ass and watch yourself. The band’s 
2011 debut album, I Love My Tribe, showed just how the potent combination of vocalist Charm Taylor, guitar- 

ists Matthew Rosenbeck and Danny Kartel, drummer Jamal Batiste, and bassist Jarrad Savoir can be - as Taylor's 
engaging presence (both onstage and on recordings) grabs the crowd's attention, the y chromosomes in the band 
rapidly gel into a cohesive whole far greater than the sum of its parts. The Honorable South will take the stage at 
WTULs Hangover Block Party at Breezy’s Riverfront (8719 Plum) on Sunday, March 18 - come out and get funky 
while you search for the hair of that dog that bit you. 


HUMMING HOUSE: 

New to the scene, Nashville’s Humming House bring an eclectic but easily accessible sound to bear, cooking up 

a mixture of rockabilly, swing, Gypsy jazz, and Celtic that has already garnered them a cult following around the 
country. The band’s 2012 self-titled debut album showcases the band’s dynamic and diverse sound, featuring a 
ukulele, guitar, mandolin, and upright bass in a mixture that makes stops in swinging Chicago, pre-war Paris, and 
(of course) classic New Orleans. Come see for yourself at WTULs annual Hootenanny at Chickie Wah Wah on 
Saturday, March 17. 


JEAN-ERIC: 
“As much at home on the indie rock stage as the center of a sissy bounce dance circle, Jean-Eric’s unique, positive 
and endearing music and live shows are a feast of sights and sounds for all to enjoy and, more importantly, to let 


go to and dance their asses off in the process.” Catch Jean-Eric with Japanther and The Pharmacy at WTULs debut 
Marathon show on Friday, March 9th at the Hi-Ho Lounge. 
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GLISH: 

“Echoed, wiry lead guitars overlay a bouncy barely-there rhythm section, ghostly stargazer lyricism and cymbal- 
heavy drums that create less of a solid beat than a ubiquitous air of soft white noise...” (Barryfest). Rock out to 
Glish at WTULs Hangover Block Party on Sunday, March 18th at Breezy’s Riverfront. 


GOLD AND THE RUSH, JONESBIRDS, AND HEAT DUST: 

Even though Gold and the Rush has only been around since this past Summer, they've already received lots of 
attention from local blogs for their ability to craft near-flawless alt country tunes and their tight live shows. Local 
bubblegum garage outfit The Jonesbirds have been mainstays at uptown dive The Saint for quite some time - defi- 
nitely come check them out if you're into the Gories and other 90’s garage revival bands. Finally, one of the most 
recent trends in NOLA indie has been a revival of various strains of 90’s alternative, and Heat Dust- a fuzz revival 
powerhouse- is definitely one of the top bands to come out of this movement. Catch all three of these bands at the 
WTUL Official Foburg Showcase on Saturday, March 10th at Michalopoulos Studio. The showcase starts at 2 PM 
so come early! 


CLIFF HINES, AU RAS AU RAS, SAINT BELL, AND SLANGSTON HUGHES: 

Come celebrate the release of our 2012 Songs From the Basement compilation CD, featuring exclusive tracks from 
Halfys, Toxin III, Nasimiyu Murumba, PROMIS, Cape of the Matador, Saint Bell, WATIV, Au Ras Au Ras, Have a 
Blessed Day, John Buckner!, Cliff Hines, Slangston Hughes & Jakie Skellz, Hurray for the Riff Raff, Kindest Lines, 
Yojimbo, Japanther, King Louie's Missing Monuments, and more! Cliff Hines’ unique blend of jazz, pop, and a bevy 
of international influences have made him a universal favorite among all kinds of music lovers. If you like ethereal 
folk rock soul, you'll love Au Ras Au Ras and Saint Bell, and if hip-hop is more your scene, local favorite emcee 
Slangston Hughes will be slinging his smooth lyrics at the CD Release Party as well. You can also pick up your 
Marathon donation thank-you packages there - Friday, March 23rd at The Circle Bar. 21+. 


DEAD PREZ, NA’ TEE, TRUTH UNIVERSAL, CHELS, AND MELAPHYRE: 

It’s bigger than hip-hop, hip-hop, hip-hop...Need we say more? Dead prez is the famed New York duo comprised 
of M-1 and stic.man, known for their confrontational style and socialist lyrics focused on both militant social 
justice and Pan-Africanism. Na’Te, an up and comin female rap artist, was just awarded “Lyricist of the Year’, 

“Best Female Artist’, and “Mixtape of the Year” by New Orleans Hip Hop awards and “Artist to Watch” by The 
Source Magazine. Truth Universal is a staple in the New Orleans Hip Hop community and has been a leader on 
the southern Hip Hop scene at-large for more than a decade. Chels is another up-and-coming New Orleans female 
hip-hop emcee; she comes personally endorsed by Erykah Badu, Jay Electronica, Amanda Seals, and has worked 
with artists such as Kendrick Lamar. Chels was also recently nominated for Hottest Female Artist and Hottest New 
Artist in the New Orleans Hip Hop Awards. Melaphyre is another hot New Orleans artist, currently operating out 
of Atlanta, but who will be back to open up the show for us on Sunday, March 25th at The Maison. We're even of- 
fering VIP Balcony tickets - get yours at maisonfrenchmen.com! 


A True Super-Fan 
By Kenny Kuhn 


Seventeen flat screen 
televisions play live 
sports games. Twenty 
different styles and 
brands of beer flow 
cold out of the bar tap. 
The sound of a dozen 
personal conversa- 
tions and billiard 
balls clanking create 
energy in the room. 

It is a good turnout 

, for a Thursday night 
at Cooter Brown's 
Tavern in the historic 
Riverbend section of 
Uptown New Orleans. 


Cooter’s, as the locals 
call it, is the perfect 
setting to interview 
one of the New 
Orleans Hornet's most 
recognizable and 
colorful super-fan; 
The Purple Hornet. 
The Purple Hornet, 

as he only identifies 
himself as such, is a 
super-fan of the NBA 
team the New Orleans 
Hornets. 


“A super-fan is a 
team-supporting fan 
that goes outside the 
realm of normalcy,’ 
Purple Hornet said. 


There are undoubtedly fanatics 
of the Hornets who attend games 
as often as possible or who may 
have favorite teammates whose 
jerseys they wear, but a super fan 
becomes something else. They 
become a character, an other- 
worldly being whose sole pur- 
pose is to inspire the team and 
the other fans to cheer harder or 
play harder. A super-fan becomes 
a mascot representing the fans, 
where Hugo the Hornets mascot, 
represents the team. 


“Tve been a fan of the Hornets 
since they came to New Orleans. 
Before I even became the Purple 
Hornet, I was that dedicated fan. 
One game we were down by 50 
points and I stayed to the very 
end. We could be down by 20 or 
40 points, even though half the 
stadium is gone, we are there to 
the end, chanting and cheering.” 
the Purple Hornet said. The first 
season for the team, the man 
who would become the super-fan 
known as The Purple Hornet, 
went to nearly every home game 
they played, outlandishly dressed 
in team colors and passionately 
cheering for his team. 


“At first 1 was going to the games on my own 
ticket,“ he said. “I did not have the costume I have 
now. I wore the Mardi Gras version of the team 
uniform with the crazy socks and Chucks All-Star 
shoes. When I started to become big here, the com- 
pany that makes the body suit and who sponsor the 
“Green Guys’, who are the super-fans in Vancover, 
got wind of what I was doing at the Hornets game 
through my Facebook page. Now I have a sponsor- 
ship with that company who make my purple body 
suit.” Purple Hornet said. 


Dressed head-to-toe in a purple spandex body suit, 
a Hornets jersey and matching shorts, team-color- 
ed striped socks pulled knee high, sweatbands and 
Converse Chuck All-Star shoes, in the team colors 
of course, is seen cheering on the Hornets team at 
every home game. 


“It’s crazy how big this thing has gotten,” he said. 
“Now, I cannot go to the game not dressed in the 
suit. I almost forgot what it is like to go to a game 
not in the suit. The sponsorships, the fans, the team 
it all has been a wild ride. I can now be seen on 
pre-game crowd hyping videos on the arena big 
screen, promotional graphics and even on season 
“tickets.” I sent many emails to the Hornets team 
and the New Orleans Arena trying to convince 
them to form a group of other costumed fanatics 
like me, much like the New Orleans Saints have” 
Purple Hornet said. It would not be until season 
two of the New Orleans Hornets when the owners 
of the NBA team decided, it was time to make the 
Purple Hornet's request a reality. 


Today the Purple Hornet is the leader of a small 
group of creatively costumed super-fans called the 
Bee Zanies, who are sponsored by Budweiser and 
Zatarain’s. The Purple Hornet and the Bee Zanies 
are seen in Section 117 of each home game in the 
New Orleans Arena, cheering the team and excit- 
ing the fans in the stands. 
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Space Boogie: a selection of Funky Future Sounds 
a mix by Michael Seay a.k.a. DJ Fantaseay 


While it hasn't been the primary focus of attention in the electronic music scene over the past several 
years, the ever-evolving genre known as modern funk has been alive and well, silently thriving in the 
shadows of contemporary innovations. With a backbone made of Roland drum machines and a soul 
made of lush, vintage synthesizers, the sound has traditionally been informed by boogie, R&B, jazz, and 
disco sensibilities. More recently, the boundaries between modern funk and other styles including hip- 
hop, chiptunes, and house have begun to blur. The mixtape represents a selection of spacey, sexy, and 
downright groovy tunes generated by this delicious post-Internet plurality. From icy new jack swing 
and neck-breaking stompers to epic, four-on-the-floor journeys, these songs will take you there. Praise 
be the funk! 


The Goddesses Of Post Punk 


A Playlist by Isabel Balée / Dj Roomba 


From the late 70s through the 80s and even today, these outspoken girl bands of post-punk belted fiercely 
into the microphones about gender relations, sexual politics, individuality, defying the power structure, 
and often, just having a good time. Unlike their male counterparts, the female post-punkers were espe- 
cially influenced by Jamaican dub, funk, and jazz—Essential Logic was one of the only post-punk bands 
whose signature element was the saxophone, and no other post-punk band could be compared to Ludus, 
whose unmistakable sound was marked by a dissonant, experimental, loungey jazz vibe. 


These girls usually still incorporated the angular guitar and 4/4 drum beat that was a staple of almost all 
post-punk bands of their time—Au Pairs and Delta 5 both employed the same jagged, funky air as the 
all-male post-punk gods in Gang of Four, but had their own twist: when I think of Au Pairs I immediately 
think of a deep, staccato bass line, and with Delta 5, I think of a quirky riff that tends to change through- 
out the song, and I don’t always expect a hook. 


These goddesses were more interested in gender equality than in-your-face, abrasive girl-power. Most of 
these bands were mixed-gender and encouraged artistic collaboration between men and women. What 
they had in common was a female singer and an all-around feminist attitude. These bands politically 
influenced society, especially in the realm of 3rd wave feminism. They paved the way for the 3rd wave 
feminist Riot Grrrl scene of the 90s, which included bands like Bikini Kill, Sleater-Kinney, and Bratmo- 
bile. 


(tune in every other Monday from 2-4 PM for more!) 


TRUE LOVE PO ETRY 


Frazer OHara 


A piece of life... 


...aimlessly traversing Milky Way, with the unpronounceable good fortune 
to encounter us, without a “splat!” would fall in love with Earth. 


It would be Love-at-first-sight. 


Sure as I am love exists —at first sight, doubly so— I know it’s rare. 
Compounded by appeal it’s easily the rarest thing in our known the 
verse. This says “verse” for many massive, blank holes, defy our 
search for unification. 


We are an island Nation, the one exception to the universal law of 
entropy. Life. For a brief but notable period, we are, inexplicably, 
matter making higher order of itself. 


Life is a big family of interactive membranes, signals and receivers, 
and the sun is the ultimate free energy broadcast. Let's make higher 
use of this immediate unending chain of energy, instead of robbing our 
ancestors of the treasures they made of it. 


Locked away in massive vaults is the carbon that made life impossible 
in our atmosphere millions of years ago. Now we are digging it up and 
returning this place to a hot, toxic, prehistoric rock. Hot is crude, 

not beautiful. 


Crude is lust. Lust burns fast. Love is strong. Lust can't last. Let 
us make love constant, poolside, bountiful with sunbathing and peace... 


...a peace of life. 


Accompanying photographs of Heliographics I've don can be seen here 
http://nola.humidbeings.com/images/detail/35602/Prepare-the-plank 


Codependent 
Relationship: 
Technology is my 
Mistress 


By Shanna Sorrells 


Instantaneous communication is 
both a blessing and a curse. Asa 
Deaf person, if I had been born 
twenty years earlier, life would have 
been very different—and perhaps 

a little more stressful. If I wanted 
to make a doctor's appointment or 
arrange a get-together with some- 
one, I would have had to put some 
clothes on, go over to my next 
door neighbors’ house, knock on 
the door, and ask them to place a 
phone call. for me, thereby using up 
their minutes and tying up the line. 
Talk about feeling like a burden. 
And what a process! Not to men- 
tion, what if my neighbors hadn't 
been there? What if I had fallen and 
couldn't leave the house? What if 

I had been ill and needed medical 
attention? Do you really think the 
neighbors would have appreciated 
a contagious, coughing. and smelly 
person coming to their house and 
spreading infectious disease? I 
think not. 


So, for me, internet, videophone, 
and cell phone technology has 
certainly cut out the middle-man 
entirely and I can claim complete 
independence. And I don't have 

to necessarily wear clothes when I 
feel like making plans with people. 
Hooray! 


However, my growing dependence 
on technology has me rather wor- 
ried. Just the other day, I misplaced 
my phone for what was prob- 

ably the thousandth time, and felt 
completely unmoored. I felt like 

I had been suddenly sent away to 
sea, without any warning, and all 
that was between me and churn- 
ing ocean water beneath were mere 
planks of thin wood, threatening to 
snap with a rough sea wind. I felt 
like I was dangling in the air, not 


. quite on the ground, not quite high 


up in the sky; just in a weird cell 
phone-less purgatory. Of course, 


I set off the emergency flares. I 
instantly got onto Facebook and 
alerted the world about my horren- 
dous tragedy: 


“MAYDAY! MAYDAY! LOST 
CELL PHONE. ABOUT TO 
CRASH. SEND ALL MESSAGES 
HERE!” 


I had sudden flashbacks to the 
past, which weren't actually of my 
own past, of me having to go up 

to hearing people and ask them 

to make telephone calls for me. 
(Maybe more like flashforwards to 
the future, like during Armaged- 
don or a Zombie Apocalypse when 
all technology fails.) I felt like I was 
drifting away from land, the dock 
growing smaller and smaller, grow- 
ing into a speck of dust, and all of 
my friends and family were land- 
locked and safe, having a grand old 
time without me. 


But wait! Wasn't it only seven years 
ago when I got my first cell phone? 
How did I manage to survive the 
first sixteen or seventeen years of 
my life? We didn’t even have Face- 
book when I started high school. 
My first boyfriend asked me out...in 
person? Hurrr? It’s strange to think 
that kidlets born today have never 
known a world without cellphones 
or Facebook, or even internet, for 
that matter. 


Even my mother has succumbed to 
technology, despite spending the 
majority of her life 

without what we have 

today. Frantic she 

could no longer reach 

me via text message, 

she facebooked me, e- 

mailed me, and since 

I did not respond to 

any of those desper- 

ate pleas for commu- 

nication immediately, 

she decided to friend 

a ton of my friends, 

and message them all 

to somehow tell me 

my cell phone had 

been found. Which 

was rather silly be- 

cause my friends then 

e-mailed me, but if I 

hadn't even seen my 

mother’s e-mails, why 

would I have seen theirs first? Um, 
yeah. I got my phone back, by the 
way, in case you were wondering. 


Cellphones keep us constantly con- 
nected. And then there's Facebook 
as a way to keep in touch with 
friends. I do appreciate being able to 
talk with people I wouldn't ordinar- 
ily keep in touch with. I think we 
probably will end up being in touch 


with old college friends a lot longer 
than our parents did. It IS easier to 
type out a quick “Hi, how are you?” 
rather than pick up a phone and ac- 
tually have a real conversation. (Ew! 
Imagine that!) 


However, there are some things I re- 
ally don’t need to know about all my 
friends. Take for instance, a cousin 
of mine who posted every single 
place she and her boyfriend went to 
on their vacation...including their 
hotel bed. Um. I really don’t want to 
imagine that scenario. No. 


And then I have a friend, who I 
shall call “Sarah” Her status updates 
are of the following ilk: 


“Going to the grocery store! Getting 


f? 


my favorite cheese! 


“Back from the grocery store. Can't 
wait to eat cheese.” 


“Cheese is so good! Nom nom!” 


“Cheese isn’t sitting so well with 


» 


me. 


“I just farted super loudly.” 


And she wonders why people keep 
unfriending her. 


Hh )Dislike 


That's another thing. The process of 
“friending” and “unfriending” really 


. bothers me. Some people take it so 


personally. I recently had 

a two hour conversation 
with “Sarah,” (via gchat, of 
course, how else?), about 
why someone unfriended 
her, and how immature that 
person was for daring to cut 
her out of her life. Drama, 
drama, drama! Enough for 
yo mama! 


I didn’t have the heart to 
suggest to her it may have 
been her overly informative 
statuses, 


But what does it really 
mean to “unfriend” some- 
one on Facebook? Maybe 
you werent really friends 
to begin with. Facebook 
has altered people's percep- 
tions of their social lives. Surely, you 
don't have 1,056 friends, but the 
minute the 1,056 friends count goes 
down to 1,055, you start freaking 
out, lamenting the downfall of your 
popularity. And probably only 25 of 
those 1,055 people are your REAL, 
honest-to-goodness friends. 


Supposedly, there’s a new application that shows how 
many hours you've spent on the site. I am really scared 
to see my numbers. All the wasted hours of looking on 
the walls of complete strangers, just because they hap- 
pen to be my friend's new girlfriend’s friend's sister, and 
I need to know about that person's life. Those hours that 
-re long gone could have been spent reading a novel, 
lea xing a new language, and finally finishing my stupid 
knitting project, (which has been in the making for four 
years, and I’m pretty sure it would have been finished 
by now if it hadn't been for Facebook). It’s a scarf, by the 
way. 


If Facebook hadn't come into being, maybe I would 
have been a famous novelist by now. Maybe I would 
have discovered the cure for the common cold. There's 
just no telling what amazing talent Facebook has sapped 
from our generation; it’s like an IV attached to our 
brains, draining out all innovative thoughts. Sometimes 
I feel like I've developed ADD. I never had it as a kid, 
but now I have a harder time focusing on a task at hand. 
I used to be able to sit down and paint for hours. Now, I 
check my texts, my e-mails, and Facebook all the time— 
especially now that computers have been pretty much 
downsized into these tiny little phones. 

We're all sucked into these tiny little worlds, plugged 
into devices, our ears and eyes glued to a constant 
spray of sound, digital views, false socialization, and 
advertising. I long for eye contact, but that era is long 
gone. When we talk with our friends online or via text 
message, we think we're getting into some deep conver- 
sations. But how can that be when dialogue only makes 
up something like 10% of actual communication? Body 
language, facial expressions, and tone add so much! 
I’ve had friends misinterpret my texts as sarcasm. One 
of my best friends pulled me aside one day and told 

me I had to “think” before I sent out texts because they 
sounded really mean. Did I intend for them to sound 
mean? Of course not. When she received them, they got 
translated very differently. I stared at her, googly-eyed, 
not really sure what to make of her request. How can I 
ever guarantee she will be able to interpret my messages 
correctly? 


When older family members tell me stories about how 
their S.O’s asked them out in person, (yeah, not over 
text message), or how they caught the eye of a stranger 


who is now their spouse, I feel somewhat angry. We've 
been robbed of something. How can I ever make a 
connection to people when their realities have become 
their small screens in their hands? Sometimes I just 
want to rip away people's devices and scream, “MAKE 
EYE CONTACT WITH ME, DAMMIT, LOOK AT ME! 
YOU’RE QUITE ATTRACTIVE, YOU KNOW??” It’s 
hard to meet people spontaneously in real life these 
days. 


I guess what I’m saying all boils down to: Life as we 
know it is literally in our own hands now. We're quite 
dependent on machines, becoming little islands of iso- 
lated humanity. 


Oh well. What a shame. Oh, um...] just got a text. Hang 
on...brb! Ttyl! G2g! LOL! 


Clipped 


By Erik Iverson 


Watching gentle V’s plow the wispy sky 
Contemplate, tread leafy water P O ETR Y 
Watching friends and family fly Se 
Dinner courtesy of John’s daughter * 
Watching young’uns spill and old’uns thrill : 
Crying, cooing, softly, still 
Watching sunset riders disappear 
Bed is dull but warm and near 
Watching tears grow and fill your pond 
SNAP and cry then pain was gone 


Watching dreams take leave of mind <8 
Since five long years ago seo 
ee 

Post-Katrina Valentine Sioa 

. Se) 

BSS.) 

By Lynn Byrd Se 

aoe 

os 

‘ 4 5 - eis 

Agreed: NO ark-la-tex relationship has a narrative spike aoe 

It's a trajectory: southern gothic, random spite--certainly cowboy--maybe est 
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Countrywide: affections mortgaged to the hilt; affectations, unaltered 
We've set a course of reconstruction 
Scavengers scampering after the American Dream(e)scape 
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Love in two time zones: then and now 

Still two- steppin, two-timing, too much pain 

The five year count: five jobs, four cities, no excuses ? 
The area code countdown : five, 0, four i 
Sad shoe shuffles with a smart phone: cordless connections, cabled with 
same-old, old-time sentiment 


Recollections wrapped-- like Linus’ blanket--around our FEMA numbered, 
slumbering hearts 

Softened soles seeing hope in a spindly tree and makeshift skirt 

Leaving Christmas lights on to early Mardi Gras for my all-time Valentine. 


Not love among the ruins: smaller, specific, staccato 
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POETRY 


Blue in Green 


By Erik Iverson 


>. « 


*Set to/Inspired by Miles Davis's “Blue in Green”* 


Only at this height, when the wind cuts you in two, 
Cauterizes your flesh like a Harmon squeal, 
Piercing even those quintuple-panes, 


Only at the top of the world, staring down 
At your own junk, cross-examining the keys and 
Trying to tell black from white at fifty-thousand feet, 


Not much resolves. Shhh the brushes clean the city’s snares: 
Trash goes in Mondays. Humans, third Wednesday, 
And you remain, platinum eyes, divine gaze, 


Judgment is seven digits away, for a penance, 
And though you polish that horn, shine it 
Till you can see the light of her lost eyes, miles away, 


You have no boys in the basement, and no phone call 


Can find you your rhythm, 
Not at this hour, not for all the green on His Earth. 


When the height is staggering, and the world turns slowly beneath, 
And the wind pierces and the specks jump 

Like sixteenths blitzing in a Bird’s eye, 

Rushing from the foot of your brass pedestal, 

You learn what it means to be Blue in Green. 


~~ ————— 
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Dj Experience: Video games on the radio 


by Michael Seay a.k.a 


DJ Fantaseay 
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jockeey [jok -ee], verb 


1, Informal . to operate or guide the movement of; pilot; drive. 
2. to move, bring, put, etc., by skillful maneuvering 


Hey folks, DJ Fantaseay here. It’s Marathon season, 
so everyone has been getting warm and fuzzy about 
why they love WTUL, and Id like to share with you a 
story that explains why 1 get warm and fuzzy for the 
station. In order to do so, I'm going to relate to you a 
specific experience J had while DJing a Friday night 
8-10 pm Electronic show over the past winter break. 
Everyone who has Djed for any appreciable period of 
time can tell you that every once in a while, something 
special happens while you're on the air, ] don’t know if 
special is the right word... perhaps serendipitous is a 
better word for my experience. I guess I'll let my story 
explain what I mean 

I showed up to the station in a good mood, picked out 
some songs, read off the calendar, and start playing 
songs. All was quiet for the first fifteen minutes or so; 

I was just playing out some new jams Id found with 
no particular sense of direction, Then I get the first 
call from a listener. “Hey, I was just calling in to say 
that I love this Rustie track, and that was a great song 
by Com Truise before. Thanks for playing them. Any 
chance you could play some Shlohmo?” These are the 
calls DJs love to get. They tell us that we're not playing 
music into empty space. They tell us what we're doing 
tight, and they help us be a better DJ - someone who 
literally jockeys to make your night the night that it 
needs to be. 

Definitely, I love Shlohmo! How the hell am I going to 
decide which song to play? Wait, I know just the one... 


Yep, here we go. Ghosts, pt. 2. Oh man that would go 
perfect with this Hudson Mohawke I was about to play 
next. , 

As the DJ steers through the evening, in what is 
initially a fairly aimless trajectory, he or she often 
stumbles upon what I call the perfect line. The perfect 
line happens when suddenly everything makes sense. 
On this particular evening, I found the perfect line. I 
looked at the music that Id pulled out of the stacks to 
play, and I knew exactly what to play next. I looked up 
to the track that was currently playing, made the deci- 
sion that forty-five seconds would be just enough time 
to retrieve that Aphex Twin track from the other room, 
and dashed madly out of my chair as the telephone 
ringing gave me an adrenaline rush, propelling me to 
go even faster. I grabbed the album, flew back to the 
mixer, and deftly inserted the CD, noticing the remain- 
ing time on the current song had dwindled to less 

than ten seconds. As the phone continued to ring, I 
scrolled to the right song and hit play just as the previ- 
ous song began to fade. A moment of panic ensued at 
the expectation that my poorly thought-out transition 
would fail, when suddenly the.606 drum pattern faded 
in at just the right moment. Beautiful! I picked up the 
phone. 

---- (break) 


28 the Vox Spring 


“What was that yideo game-sounding track you played 
just a second ago? Can you play some more stuff like 
that?” The best part about getting calls while DJing (or 
calling in, for that matter) is the randomness. I person- 
ally call in to WTUL when I hear a song I connect with, 
but since I cant predict when I’m going to be listening 
or what might be playing, hearing a song I really like 
feels like I'm finding something rare. As a DJ, answering 
calls allows me to have conversations with people, most 
of whom I've never met before, and I get a small win- 
dow into what the city of New Orleans thinks and what 
it wants to hear. It is exactly these miraculous moments 
of connectedness that allow for the perfect line. The 
listeners are the ones tuning in to my show, yet I feel 

as if I’m becoming tuned in to the same musical node 
with them. So when I got this call, it became clear; the 
universe was telling me that it wanted me to play some 
video games on the radio. 

Now, it might be easy to think that all electronic music 
sounds like a vidéo game, but this is simply not the case. 
It's certainly true that many electronic songs include 
their fair share of bleeps and bloops, but electronic 
music itself has come such a long way technologically, 
texturally, and stylistically that “video game music” 
should be considered a sub-discipline. Video game 
music is best identified with the way it has historically 
overcome technological limitations to create enjoyable 
sounds. When early arcade games and consoles were 
released, they were capable of producing only mono 
audio with a very limited set of simple digitally synthe- 
sized waveforms, and digital sampling technology (i.e., 
playing a recorded sound) were either not present or 
extremely limited. This meant that you had a few dif- 
ferent types of tones with which to create melodies and 


chords (square wave, triangle wave), and drum sounds 
had to be engineered by crafty manipulation of filtered 
noise. And you could only play a few sounds simultane- 
ously, as memory limitations usually left the composer 
only two to four channels with which to work, 

The reason I love video game music is that out of these 
severe limitations arose some of the most ingenious 
innovations in sound design that electronic music 
production has known. Since there weren't any fancy 
sound manipulation algorithms yet, a greater emphasis 
was placed on these songs’ compositional strength. And 
since the player would often hear the song played in a 
loop many times, the song needed to be enjoyable over 
and over (and over) again. Now that we've got some 
video game music history out of the way, let's get back 
to the story 

Since I had gotten a request for some video game music, 
I decided to put on one of my favorite songs from video 
game history: the Mario Circuit Theme from Super 
Mario Kart for the SNES. Not much longer than the 
song started, I got a call in: “Is this Mario music? Hey, 
can you put on the song ‘Bramble Blast’ from Donkey 
Kong Country 2?” Sure enough, I find an OST for the 
game, and J put it on. Shimmering synths and icy pads 
slowly fade in; I can’t believe how awesome this mu- 

sic was for 1995, on a videogame! In the next fifteen 
minutes, I got more calls from listeners than I’ve ever 
gotten in such a short period of time. And once the 
nostalgic floodgates got opened, the requests poured 

in: Bubble Bobble and Contra for the arcade (then later, 
NES), Hook, Chrono Trigger, and Super Metroid for the 
SNES, the “underwater” music from Super Mario 64 for 
the N64, and the main theme from Metal Gear Solid for 
the Playstation. 
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Watch The Throne Review 
By John Absher 


The Jay Z/Kanye West concert was enjoyable show 
that was exactly as advertised: an evening with Jay 
Z, Kanye West, and 25,000 of your closest friends. 
Rocking out to my favorite hits from these two hip 
hop legends was bound to be fun, but the show 
itself left something to be desired. The format was 
straightforward, Jay and Kanye singing songs from 
the new Watch The Throne album, with breaks in 
between where Kanye or Jay would sing his own 
hits while the other went backstage. 


I saw the Jay Z/ Young Jeezy show in February 
2010, and the most noticeable difference in this 
year’s show was that there was no full band on the 
stage. There was no band at all in fact, except for a 
DJ with some turntables. The DJ had his work cut 
out for him, considering all he had to do was hit 
“PLAY” on a pre-recorded track and skip to the 
verses that Jay Z and Kanye sang on. 


The lack of a backup band meant that instrumen- 
tally the show had little to offer, and visually Kanye 
and Jay were working extra hard to keep the crowd 
entertained. They succeeded in that to a degree. 
There were on-stage flamethrowers that I imagine 
made the DJ very nervous. There were two stages 
at opposite ends of the arena floor that rose up 
about 40 feet. When fully raised they had full video 
displays on all sides, showing some testosterone-in- 
ducing footage of shark attacks, angry pit bulls, and 
lions fighting. Think late-night Discovery Channel. 
They used the two separate stages best in the be- 


ginning as Jay and Kanye traded verses high above 
the crowd, while standing on top of virtual shark 
tanks. There was also a laser show that Kanye used 
during his individual sets that was pretty sweet. 


I had dreamed about seeing Jay and Kanye in a 
concert together, and what I walked away with was 
an appreciation for the different styles of the rap- 
pers. Kanye showed to be more visually creative, 
and his influence on the show was unmistakable. 
This was no surprise from Kanye's past visually 
inspired tours, like the “Glow In the Dark” tour. 
Kanye also indulged his tendencies to grandstand, 
as he did during an extended ode to love at the end 
of “Runaway.” Jay-Z might have had more instru- 
mental cards of his sleeve. I got to see that in his 
previous concert but not in this one. 


Overall, it was an enjoyable show. It was an intense 
scene, which was half of what I paid to see. Had I 
gone with a big group of friends and partied hard 
before the show, it would have been even more 
enjoyable. The next time I go to a rap concert, to 
compensate for the risk of there being no back-up 
band whatsoever, I'll be sure to put down two hur- 
ricanes before rolling up. 


Poetry 


“Pelican’s Dream's of New Orleans” 


Attempt No. 9 


By Erik Iverson 


I lugged my opus up 

To the tippy-top of the highest skyscraper 
In all of new york new york 

Up at the tippy-top was my editor 

And he took from me my child 

And set him on the ledge 

One million stories up 

And said, “like Galileo, we 

Great kings of science, 

Will find out what happens next” 

And with a gentle push the manuscript 
Was fluttering earthbound 

It landed on the street and was ripped 

To pieces in traffic, so lithe and thin it was 
And he slapped me on the back 

And said “better luck next time” 

Because all I wrote was the word 
Exhausted. 


Pelican’s, Heron's, Falcon’s, and Hawks, 
Cruising down bayou bank's in City Park. 
Walking through wilds wading fowl. 
Sun-sparkled waters abound. 


City Park, a lost oasis, over a thousand acres. 

It’s tranquil and peaceful to bring life's hesitations. 
Meadow’s of marconi, calm and serene. 

Right next to nature and all in between. 

Nestled in New Orleans, cradled in dreams. 


The Pelican’s Dream's of New Orleans. 
Mid City, City Park, CBD, 

Lakeview, Carrollton, Arabi, 
Chalmette, Westbank, Bywater, 
Algiers, Ninth ward, French Quarter. 


New Orleans the beautiful, 
our somber waves of rain, 
purple majesty mardi gras 
underneath mossfilled lanes. 


copyright 2011 --Nelson Snawder 
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